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A  partial  chronicle  by  pen  and  camera 

of  eleven  weeb'  travel,  in  which 

scenes  old  and  new  were  visited. 

the  memories  of  othc       ^ys 

revived,  and  the  links 

friendship's   chains 

renewed 
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unfailing  bndneia,  open-hearted  hospitality 

and   genial  companionship 

contributed  so  largely 

to  our  enjoyment 
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THE   EASTWARD   JOURNEY 

STAGE   THE    HRST 

RELIEF  AT  LAST  I  Bui  yctlerday  it  teemed  ai  (hough  the 
finiihinu  louche*  would  never  be  Mcomplithed.  Houtrhold 
dutiet,  IxMineM  detail*,  packing  up,  journey  arrangementt  the 
itefflt  appear  innumerable,  and  lyitematize  at  one  will,  they 
teem  to  defy  any  attempt  at  order,  aitd  iniiit  on  being  mixed 
inextricably.  Bui  the  end  hat  come.  Some  thingi  perhapi  have  been 
done  only  iinperfectl;  and  othert  have  been  left  undone  altogether.  The 
programme  wat  overladen  and  owing  to  the  lateneit  oi  the  hour  lome 
number)  '«e  been  omiltec'  Bu'  for  good  or  ill  tfte  book  of  yesterday  it 
cloted,  and  .vithout  even  .  ting  regret  for  the  thingt  left  undone,  we 
turn  cheerfully  to  !•>  day  V'  a  glad  determination  to  be  care  free  and 
receptive  of  all  ihc  'Kioyrfcm  that  to-day,  and  to-morrow,  and  the  to-monowt 
after,  have  to  ofi. ' 

ilie  camera  .  Lit  behind  I  Nephew  Fred  H.  tcoret  again  at  Uncle 
W  •  xpente.  Lati  week  it  wat  a  lott  pair  of  gitivet,  to-day  it  it  the 
camera.  The  practical  man  of  affairt  hat  hit  laptet  at  well  as  the  man 
who  dreamt  dreamt,  and  for  thit  the  irtist  it  profoi'idiy  thankful  perhapt 
even  a  little  maliciously  glad. 

At  the  "  Union !  "-not  the  workhouse,  but  that  rendezvout  of  palhot, 
and  wretchednett,  and  anxiety;  of  emotion,  and  gladnett,  and  anticipation  — 
the  railway  ttation.  Bertha  and  Fred  IH.  brighten  the  dingy,  gloomy 
itructure  that  the  wealthy  railway  corporations  think  good  enoush  for 
Toronto,  with  their  cheery  presence  and  enheartening  send-off,  and  fairly 
punctually  at  9  a.m.  the  well-appointed  Grand  Trurk  No.  4,  the  Interna- 
tional Limited,  moves  slowly  eastward  across  the  intersecting  ttreett  and 
over  the  yellow,  luddy  Don.  Once  clear  of  the  buty  tection  of  the  city 
the  tpeed  increaset  and  after  the  Scarborough  Heightt  are  climbed  the 
"  Railway  Greyhound "  begint  to  justify  its  ,'rputation.  Lake  Ontario 
glistens  resplendent  in  the  morning  sun,  and  offers  much  of  inieresi  in  its 
changing  margin  of  yellows  and  silver  and  more  distant  blues  and  indigo. 
The  lailway  track  skirts  the  lake  for  60  miirs  or  more  ;  sometimes  at  such 
a  distance  trat  only  a  glimpse  of  blue  and  silver  shows  at  a  brilliant  back- 

Eound  to  the  landscape,  just  sti  uggling  into  verdant  life  from  the  loosening 
indt  of  winter ;  tometimet  to  dote  to  the  water't  edge  that  one  imaginet 
that  when  in  angry  mood  the  wavet  must  in  protest  throw  themselves  right 
over  the  iron  banas  that  menace  their  liberty.  The  route  is  interesting  and 
presents  more  variety  of  scenery  than  that  of  the  C.P.R.,  but  of  the  place* 
passed  during  thr  nine  hours'  journey  only  unsatisfactory  glimpses  are 
obtained,  though  one  conjure*  up  the  historical  associations  that  tome  of 
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the  names  suggest.  Our  Methodist  instincts  are  however  gratified  by  a 
very  clear  view  of  the  little  "  Blue  Church "  near  Prescott,  in  the  burial 
around  of  which  lie  the  remains  of  faithful  Barbara  Heck  and  her  husband. 
The  new  monument  to  her  memory  stands  out  distincdy  white  against  the 
blue  background  of  the  St.  Lawrence.  Blue  indeed  is  the  noble  river  this 
morning — rich  and  royally  blue.  Some  of  the  Thousand  Islands  are  sighted, 
and  Ogdensburg,  on  the  American  side,  and  other  towns,  identified. 

Montreal  is  reached  some  minutes  before  schedule  time  (6  p.m.),  and 
having  en  route  lunched  wisely  and  not  too  well  in  the  railway  dining  car, 
we  seek  at  once  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Swift,  of  Scarborough,  England,  who  only 
three  days  before  had,  with  their  baby  girl,  arrived  by  the  Corsican  to 
make  a  home  and  perchance  a  fortune  in  Canada.  We  find  the  young 
folk  full  of  hope  and  good  spirits,  and  having  given  them  welcome  to 
Canada  and  what  wor(»  of  cheer  and  help  we  can,  we  make  for  the  docks 
and  send  our  small  hand  baggage  aboard  our  vessel.  A  somewhat  mis- 
guided attempt  to  see  a  few  of  the  Montreal  stores  and  the  purchase  of 
one  or  two  small  articles  passes  the  next  hour.  On  return  to  the  dock 
the  baggage  that  had  been  sent  on  in  advance  is  hunted  up  and  the 
stewards  quickly  transfer  it  to  the  cabin.  Unpacking  follows  and  then  Mr. 
Denzil  G.  Ridout,  of  the  Methodist  Book  Room,  comes  on  board  to  bring 
good  wishes  "  pour  un  bon  voyage."  Letters  from  Mrs.  and  Miss  Brown 
and  Mr.  Chitty  anticipate  our  arrival  on  board  and  gladden  us  with  their 
kind,  thoughtful  wishes. 

Cargo  loading  is  in  progress  and  the  attendant  rattling  of  chains  and 
harsh  braying  of  donkey  engines  give  little  inducement  to  seek  sleep  early, 
but  at  eleven  o'clock  silence  suddenly  comes  and  the  stewards  broadly  hint 
by  switching  out  lights  that  visitors  must  away  and  voyagers  to  bed. 
Alas  I  the  deceivers!  No  sooner  are  we  safely  in  our  berths  and  courting 
oblivion  than  with  rattle  and  bang  that  would  have  awakened  the  seven 
sleepers  themselves,  the  freight  handling  commences  anew  and  apparently 
continues  until  almost  dawn. 


Fri<l». 
M»r  s 


STAGE  THE  SECOND 

SLEEP,  however,  wins  the  mastery  and  when  we  wake  about  four 
a.m.  we  are  gliding  down  the  St.  Lawrence  under  the  impelling 
screws  that  chum  the  blue  waters  into  whitened  foam.  After 
breakfast  and  some  re-arrangement  of  our  belongings  in  our  cabin 
we  settle  down  to  the  enjoyment  of  the  river  scenery.  Lacking  the  beauty 
of  summer  green  or  autumn  colouring  it  yet  has  a  charm,  as,  after  passing 
through  the  25-mile  stretch  of  Lake  St.  Peter,  patches  of  snow  stand  out 
in  fantastic  shapes  on  the  dark  river  banks.  The  French  villages,  with  the 
inevitable  tin-steepled  church,  provide  points  of  interest  and  objects  for  the 
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telescope.  The  ruins  o(  the  ill-fated  Qyebec  bridge  are  an  object  lesson  (or 
over-confident  engineers  or  would-be  "grafters" — perhaps  for  both.  The 
frowning  ramparts  of  Qyebec  itself  are  right  above  us  as  the  gong  rings  for 
lunch,  and  while  we  are  busy  with  the  iiuistent  demands  of  nature  the 
Conican  sweeps  round  and  with  her  prow  up-stream  makes  fast  to  the 
wharf.  Soon  the  freight  handling  is  in  full  progress,  and  lunch  finished,  a 
number  of  tho  passengers  hurry  ashore  for  a  hasty  peep  at  the  quaint  old 
city.  Having  mailed  some  letters  and  post  cards  at  the  Allan  Office  and 
secured  a  fresh  supply  of  stamps  and  some  Quebec  cards  we  are  ready  (or 
the  actual  start  on  the  long,  unmarked  trail.  A  telegram  from  Fred.  H. 
advises  that  the  camera  has  been  mailed  direct  to  Barrow-in-Furness  rather 
than  risk  the  chance  of  missing  us  at  Quebec.  A  post  card  from  Bertha 
conveys  the  last  "bon  voyage"  wish.  Soon  after  three  o'clock  the  ropes 
are  thrown  off,  the  great  ship  circles  round  and  again  heads  down  stream. 
The  black  hull  and  double  yellow  funnels  of  the  Empress  of  Ireland,  as  she 
lies  with  steam  up  ready  in  an  hour  or  so  to  follow  us,  are  quickly  espied, 
and  the  glass  reveals  the  passengers  on  her  decks,  but  the  sunlight  behind 
her  makes  it  impossible  to  identify  the  Rev.  J.  J.  Luce,  of  Gloucester,  even 
if  he  be  visible.  Until  dusk  we  give  ourselves  up  to  the  enjoyment  of  the 
stem  grandeur  of  the  great  waterway,  with  the  age-worn  Laurentians,  clad 
in  the  sombre  winter-scarred  pine  forests,  marking  the  skyline  in  ever  vary- 
ing forms — now  in  sweeping  curve,  now  in  fantastic  shape,  but  always  bold 
and  noble.  From  the  river  banks  the  fences  dividing  the  narrrow  French 
fields  stretch  in  long  wavy  lines  till  lost  in  a  distant  valley.  An  unclouded 
sun  glorifies  everything,  tips  the  curling  river  waves  with  myriads  o(  pearl 
and  silver  jewels,  and  -  bums  our  (aces  a  vicious  red.  In  the  lower  reaches 
we  miss  the  (arms  and  wonder  at  the  lonely  cottages  at  the  (eet  ot  the 
great  cliffs  and  the  tiny  clusters  o(  houses  perched  on  some  small  plateau 
apparently  isolated  (rom  the  world. 

In  the  evening  we  write  letters  and  read,  and  having  le(t  our  corres- 
pondence to  be  sent  ashore  with  the  Pilot  who  leaves  at  Father  Point  in  the 
night,  we  seek  to  atone  (or  the  broken  rest  o(  last  night  by  retiring  early. 


S«turd«y, 


Another  day  on  the  great  river,  which  as  we  proceed  widens 
out  into  the  GuK  till  we  lose  sight  of  the  northern  shore.  The 
southern  coast,  about  3  miles  distant,  furnishes  interest,  still  pre- 
senting an  aspect  of  rugged  grandeur.  By  noon  we  are  off  the 
Land's  Elnd  of  Quebec,  Cape  Caspe,  which  stands  out  dark  and  grim 
against  the  southern  sky.  Far  to  the  north  the  dim  outline  o(  the  Island  o( 
Anticosti  now  appears  like  a  cloud  on  the  horizon,  and  remains  in  sight, 
more  or  less  elusive  till  almost  sunset.  In  the  night  we  pass  the  Magdalen 
Islands  which  on  the  outward  journey,  nearly  eight  years  ago,  proved  so 
interesting.  To  our  chagrin  the  Empress  of  Ireland  overtakes  and  passes 
us  this  evening. 
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STAC2  THE  THIRD 

IET  a  kindly  cuitain  drop  over  the  day'a  experiences.  Our  "  better 
half "  prove*  her  right  to  the  title,  but  in  t  upathy  shsres  the 
J  monotony  of  the  cabin.  We  hear,  that  service,  read  by  the 
ship's  doctor,  was  well  attended,  and  that  our  day's  run  is  round 
the  south  of  Newfoundland.  We  reach  the  Grea'  Bank  and  -  the  fog. 
About  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening  the  pulsating  screws  stop,  and  one  has 
a  strange  sense  of  something  lost.  Ic  about  hilf-an-hour  we  start  again, 
stopping  at  intervals,  evidently  feeling  our  way  ca-itiously  lest  in  the  dark- 
ness and  fog  we  encounter  the  great  ice  floe  that  held  en  the  vessel  on  her 
outward  voyage  for  two  days.  All  through  the  night  the  'og  siren  utters 
its  mournful  note.  About  midnight  we  pass  Cape  Race,  bid  farewell  to 
land,  and  are  fairly  started  on  the  long,  open  sea  stretch  of  nearly  2000 
miles.     About  two  hours  were  lost  in  the  fog. 


Another  day  of  abstinence  and  mostly,  cabin.  The  big,  fat  Doctor 
sends  some  nauseous  physic  and  a  poisonous  linimen^  with  a  cheery 
promise  cf  better  things  to-morrow,  and  the  bcUer  half  of  us  anxiously 
watches  close  at  hand.  Chief  steward  Owf^n  and  his  assistants  are  kind- 
ness itself  and  render  unremitting  attention. 

One  incident  when  on  deck  in  the  morning  is  the  sighting,  on  the 
horizon,  of  two  immense  icebergs,  one  on  either  side  of  the  ship,  but  so  far 
off  as  only  to  be  faidy  seen  through  the  glass. 

A  morning  in  bed  and  another  cheer  from  the  doctor  much  good, 

ar.d  we  are  able  to  enjoy  greatly  in  the  afternoon  the  f.  veather   that 

has.  followed  us  all  the  way .     Towards  evening  a  smart  shower  of  rain 
limits  the  promenade. 

By  noon  we  are  considerably  more  than  half  way  across  the  Atlantic 
and  are  making  splendid  time.  Th.:  sea  continues  calm,  but  the  long 
rollers  give  the  great  boat,  noted  as  she  is  for  her  steadiness,  a  heaving 
motion  that  is  insiduous  in  its  effect  on  many.  Everyone  is  congratulating 
everyone  else  on  the  fine  passage  and  hopefull"  counting  the  hours  to 
port.  A  glorious  sunsei  crowns  the  day.  Tin  '^leat,  wide  sea  has  been 
unbroken  since  we  left  Cape  Race  (as  far  as  we  know)  by  sight  of  sail 
or  smoke  of  steamer;  we  seen'  <:'one  on  the  limitless  ocean. 

Another  un«^  'entful  day — calm  and  bnght.  Even  the  long,  heaving 
swells  have  ceased,  and  but  for  the  greater  vibration  of  the  screws  as  the 
ve  sel  is  impelled  at  full  speed,  we  glide  along  as  smoothly  as  when  in  the 
St.  Lawrence  Cr>lf  itself.  The  increasing  flock  of  gulls — numbering 
perhaps  a  hundred  or  more  now — tell  of  the  shortening  miles  to  land. 
They  fonn  the  chief  objects  of  interest  during  the  morning,  as  they  curve 
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and  sweep  endleMlv,  now  cloie  to  the  aftei  deck*,  uttering  their  plaintive 
cry.  now  away  at  the  stern  searching  the  waters  keenly  ii ,  floating  tid-bits 
from  the  ship's  garbage.  On  tireles*  wing  some  ot  their  number  have 
lolloped  us  right  across  the  Atlantic.     .     In  the  evening  a  concert  in  the 

first-class  dini..g  room  makes  a  pleasant  episode. 

•  •  • 

Again  a  superb  day,  an  almost  cloudless  sky  and  a  sea  innocent  of 
swe'l  or  breaker — a  sea  of  silver  and  sapphire.  The  incident  of  the 
IE  .ling  is  the  passing  of  the  '  Carthaginian,'  outward  bound,  Glasgow  to 
Halifax.  Immediately  after  li...ich  land  is  sighted  the  bold  bluffs  and  the 
lighthouse  of  Tory  Island,  at  the  N.W.  corner  of  Ireland,  standing  in  dim 
outline  in  the  distant  mist.  Later  the  coast  of  the  Emerald  Isle  itseif  comi  s 
into  clear  vie.v  and  Malin  Head  is  passed,  the  white  cottages,  lighthouses 
and  coastguard  stations  looking  brightly  white  in  the  sunhght  against  the 
green  background.  Soon  after  passing  the  Giant's  Causeway,  Brow  Head 
and  Rathlin  Island  we  draw  away  fron  the  coast  on  our  S.E.  course  and 
the  land  fades  away  in  the  haze  and  -.ne  gathering  dusk.  The  gulls  in 
countless  hundreds  follow  the  vessel,  a  ceaseless  source  of  interest  and 
delight  to  the  passengers.  Re-packing  and  preparation  fo'  Jebarkation  in 
the  morning  and  letter  writing  fill  up  the  time  not  occupied  in  observation. 

STAGE   THE   FOURTH. 

ON  waking  we  find  we  are  in  the  Mersey  and  slowl'  steaming 
towards  port.  Breakfast  is  at  seven  o'clock,  -'^nd  having 
practically  finished  packing  overnight  we  are  soon  free  to 
v-.'xh  the  passing  craft,  the  lifebuoys  and  lightships,  and  other 
objects  of  interest,  till  Liverpool  looms  up  through  the  mist  and  the  excite- 
ment of  anticipation  animates  everyone.  By  eight  o'clock  we  are  at 
Prince's  Landing  Stage,  and  are  soon  once  more  on  terra  fi'ma,  and 
trying  to  realise  that  we  are  again  in  the  homeland.  Once  free  of  the 
hurly-burly  of  the  Customs'  shed,  and  arrangements  made  for  the  disposal 
of  our  effects,  the  home-consciousness  becomes  clear ;  but  it  is  with  first 
sight  of  the  fresh  vivid  green  of  field  and  hedgerow  as  we  leave  Liverpool 
in  the  afternoon,  en  route  for  Barrow,  that  emotions  too  great  for  utter- 
ance rush  upon  us.  Banks  blue  with  wild  hyacinth  or  yellow  with  cowsLp 
and  primrose  and  buttercup,  fruit  trees  crowned  with  a  glory  of  bloom,  all 
in  emerald  setting  of  extraordinary  sheen,  appear  with  the  freshness  of  a  new 
revelation,  and  make  one's  pulses  quicken  with  the  delight  of  re-awakeneJ 
sensations  and  memories.  Even  the  great,  sprawling,  gloomy  factory  towns, 
stretching  out  their  ugly  octopus  fingers  in  covetous  effort  to  appropriate 
more  and  more  of  God's  fair  creation  and  maul  it  into  likeness  with  their 
own  dark,  ill-omened  aspect,  serve  but  to  enhance  the  beauty  of  the  country 
that  still  escapes  their  greed. 

By   five   o'clock  we  are  at  Barrow-in-Furness  with  Tom  and  Susie 
once  more  welcoming  us  to  England. 
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IN  THE  VALLEY  BEAUTIFUL 

THE  peacriul  lestfubieu  oi  the  day  comet  m  •  re(re*huig  interval 
•iter  the  excitementt  oi  travel,  and  a  quiet  stroll  with  Tom  in 
tlie  afternoon  through  the  slumbering  ruins  of  the  1 2th  century 
Cistercian  Abbey  at  Fumess  adds  to  the  feeling.  The  little 
brook  titat  slurti  the  grounds  babbles  musically  over  its  pebbly  bed  beneath 
tile  arcliing  foliage,  the  rooks  wheel  lazily  overhead  uttering  solemn 
"caws,"  and  greenfinch  and  timish,  linnet  and  lark  unite  in  a  chorus  of 
minstrelsy.  The  very  wealth  of  colour  all  around,  above  and  below,  lends 
emphasis  to  the  dreamy  enchantment  of  this  "  Valley  of  the  Nightshade." 
Wnite  and  grev  cumulus  clouds  sulxlue  the  brilliant  azure  of  the  sky,  the 
carpet  of  vivid  green  is  patterned  over  with  daisies  and  buttercups,  and 
broken  here  with  masses  of  white  garlic,  there  with  groups  of  yellow 
cowslip  and  lemon  primrose,  and  yonder  with  purple  haze  where  blue 
hyacinth  and  pink  ragged-robin  blend  in  luxurious  profusion.  All  around, 
ttts  and  bush  mats  together  in  every  conceivable  shade  of  green,  from  the 
tender  silver  of  opening  bud  to  the  sombre  tones  of  pine  and  cypress, 
varied  by  the  golden  brown  of  youns  oak  foliage  and  the  rich  colouring  of 
copper  beech.  In  the  centre  of  it  all  stand  the  picturesque  ruins,  the  rich 
red  sandstone  stained  and  mellowed  by  centuries  of  mildewing  age  and 

Sowth  of  moss  and  lichen.  A  hush  comes  over  our  spirits  as  we  stand  in 
e  choir  of  the  old  temple  and  as  we  look  out  through  broken  tracery  of 
wall  and  window  and  open  roof  to  the  greater  temple  all  around  from 
everything  in  which  ascends  one  harmony  of  praise  -a  great,  solemn  cry 
of  "  Glory  I "  Surely  in  some  such  surroundings  as  this  the  poet  of  old 
found  liis  inspiration  (Ps.  xxix.  2,  9). 

In  the  morning  at  Abbey  Road  church— a  church  distinctly  marked 
by  Anglican  influence  in  its  iirchitecture  and  service — Tom  preached  a 
thoughtful,  helpful  sermon  friim  I  John  i.  3,  4,  and  in  the  evenine 
Mr.  A.  E.  Stocking,  the  lay  agent,  in  charge  at  Walney  Island,  conducted 
the  service.  In  the  sermon,  whi:h  showed  careful  preparation,  we  gladly 
welcome  the  predominant  evangelistic  note. 


A 


AMONG   THE   LAKES   AND   FEL^ 

TIME  of  much  enjoyment,  our  model  little  hostess  leaving  no  stone 
unturned  in  the  effort  to  discover  how  best  to  minister  to  our 
pleasure  and  comfort.     The  outstanding  events  are : — 


I. -A   TRIP   TO   GRASMERE 


Susie  and  our  two  selves  make  up  the  party.  The  railway  route 
it  by  the  Nightshade  Valley,  passing  close  to  the  Abbey,  then  on  past 
Dalton-in-Fumess,  the  birthplace  of  Geo.  Romney  (whose  early  home  at 
Banow  we  saw  when  on  a  walk  to  the  ancient  and  quaint   village  of 


V 


^^  '^ 


RECORDS   AND   REMINISCENCES 


p— 


RECORDS   AND   REMINISCENCES 


HawcMt),  Ulvenion,  Haverthwaile  and  Newby  Bridge.  We  manage 
to  get  only  a  partial  glimpie  o(  the  old-world  five-arched  bridge  ovei  IM 
Leven  which  gives  its  name  to  the  last  named.  Lakeside  is  the  terminui 
and  here  we  board  one  of  the  steam  yachts  for  the  ten-mile  sail  up  lovely 
Windermere,  calling  at  the  picturesque  landing  places  on  either  shore,  till 
we  reach  Ambleside,  where  we  disembark  aitd  lake  one  of  the  char-a- 
baiKS  past  Rydal  Water  and  on  to  '  trasmere. 

To  describe  tf)'-  beauties  oi  the  successive  scenes,  changing  with  every 
advance  of  the  boat  and  every  turn  of  the  road  is  a  task  impossible.  The 
waters,  now  rippled  by  light  breezes,  now  in  glass-like  stillness  reflecting  in 
perfect  duplicate  the  myriad-tinted  foliage,  the  rocks  and  grassy  slope*, 
the  snow-white  clouds  and  deep  blue  sky,  the  wondrous  amphitheatre 
of  nature's  moulding  the  cradle  of  the  liquid  mirrors ;  the  mountains, 
in  solemn  glory  piled  up  range  beyond  range ;  the  embowered  roadways 
and  picturesque  buildings  ;  the  great  splashes  of  gorgeous  colouring  of 
blooming  garden  shrubs  and  quieter  tints  of  spring  wild  flowers,  all  combine 
to  form  an  endless  chain  of  panorama  that  sates  the  eye  and  fills  the  mind,  but 
baffles  description.  Rydal  Mount,  Dove  Cottage,  Grasmere  Church,  the 
graves  eloquent  in  their  simplicity,  and  a  rrbuke  to  the  modern  oslenl  i- 
tion  that  piles  u;>  costly  monuments  above  the  dust  of  millionaire  nobodies 
and  the  various  other  places  with  literary  associations  are  visited  and 
noted,  and  with  more  or  less  imagination  we  re-people  the  district  with  the 
Wordsworths,  De  Quincey,  the  Coleridges,  Harriet  Martineau,  Hemans, 
Christopher  North,  Ruskin,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  Lake  literati. 

On  the  return  drive  a  pleasant  detour  is  made  by  way  of  Fox  How, 
associated  with  Thomas  Arnold  (of  Rugby),  and  Fox  Ghyll,  the  home  of 
Rt.  Hon.  W.  E.  Foster.  The  return  down  the  Lake  and  the  rail  trip  home 
present  fresh  points  of  view  and  interest.  The  ministry  of  beauty  to  the 
sensuous  and  spiritual  thrusts  the  utilitarian  and  practical  to  the  background 
and  one  hardly  gives  a  thought  to  the  triumphs  of  applied  science  that  by 
rail  and  .iteamer  have  brought  its  enjoyment  within  reach  of  those  who  are 
neither  Sampsons  nor  Sandows.  One  passing  look,  howevei,  was  given 
near  Grasmere  to  the  end  of  the  1 2-lt.  tunnel  which  penetrates  the 
mountain  ''  '  -lere,  and  which  forms  part  of  the  engineering  scheme 

by  which  .r,  95  miles  distant,  is  assured  il  an  ample  supply  of 

pure  water 

.i.    DUNNERDAI.E    FELLS    AND   THE      H  DDON 

|1  NOTHER  memorable  day  is  occupied  by  .    .isil  to  the  Duddon, 

f\        immortalised    by    Wordsw  (  !:      Susie   and  Dorothy   are  our 

/    %       companions.     The  railway  ,vu(ney  is  by  Dalton,  Askam,  and 

Foxlield  to  Broughton,  the  line  skirting  the  Duddon  Sands, 

the   estuary    of   the    river,  over  which  Wesley  crossed  on  horseback  at 

considerable  risk.  The  regular  coaches  not  yet  being  in  commission  we  charter 

a  waggonette  and  pair  of  stout  horses  at  the  old-fashioned  inn  and  after 
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•  coowktable  wait  ara  of  at  •  ikarp  trol  up  the  iiccp  dreel  en  roHlc  for 
Broufhton  Mill*  and  the  Lickk  Valley.  Tnen  rome*  a  tdf  climb  over  the 
DuRMfdale  Fell*,  every  added  yard  a«  we  aKend  dte  mouiUain  reveabng 
Mw  viewf  and  an  ever  extending  panorama. 

At  tke  Munnit  ol  the  mm  we  pauie  to  mve  the  horiet  breath  and  to 
recover  from  the  •urpn^'*  oi  delight.  Stickle  Pike  rue*  above  ui  on  the  Idt 
and  Dunnerdale  Caw  with  Wama  Scar  behind,  on  ihe  right.  To  the  rear 
it  the  Valley ' !  the  Lickle  and  in  front  the  lovely  Duddon  Vale,  with  the 

Saint  Cumberland  htui  at  a  background  and  old  Sea  Fell  away  in  the 
ittance  to  the  north.  The  detcent  ii  iteep  with  lome  awkward  comen, 
which  bring  the  hor*e«'  collar*  up  to  their  ear*  and  Sallie'i  heart  into  her 
mouth.  But  both  horie*  a^J  driver  prove  well  u*ed  to  the  work  and  we 
arrive  tafely  in  the  valley  iJter  luccettive  thniii  of  deUght  and  excitement. 
A  couple  of  mile*  bringr  ^  to  Seathwaite  where  we  "outtpan"  and 
keenly  enjoy  a  delightful  .  .ich.  Crotiing  tome  field*  we  espy  and 
photograph  onj  of  the  curiou*  itone  "  itile*  "  with  an  opening  between  the 
flat  *tone  *lab*  only  iu*t  allowing  one  of  our  leg*  at  a  bme  to  be  squeezed 
through.  Fortunately  none  of  the  party  i*  corpulent.  The  iittle  church 
and  the  charmingly  pretty  vicaraoe  repay  a  viiit  and  we  refreih  our 
memorie*  concerning  "  Wonderful  Walker  '  who  for  nearly  67  year*, 
mij '  tered  a*  curate  in  the  httle  old  "  lowly  house  of  prayer  "  ~  school,  wool- 
store,  and  rpinning-mill  combined.  The  "  poor  and  rugged  pile  "  has  gone, 
but  the  okl  pastor  s  "  good  works  form  an  endless  retinue  "  as  deathless  a* 
the  Wordnworth  line*  that  celebrate  them.  While  Su*ie  and  Sallie  are 
content  with  leu  *trenuous  endeavour  Dorothy  and  I  roam  up  the  course 
of  the  stream  and  attempt  a  photo  of  a  pretty  little  cascade. 

The  return  drive  i*  through  the  Duddon  Valley  by  way  of  Ulpha. 
Alternately  we  are  in  Lancashire  and  Cumberland  as  we  pass  from  siae  to 
side  of  the  stream.  The  stepping  stone*  are  noted  and  also  a  quaint  little 
building  doing  duty  a*  a  "  WesTeyan  Chapel."  For  descriptions  of  the 
exquisite  beauty  of  the  valley  let  reference  to  Wordsworth's  sonnets  suffice  — 
we  dare  not  venture.  Broughton  is  reached  in  good  time  for  the  return  rail 
journey.  Across  the  Duddon  Sands  the  declining  sun  is  throwing  long 
lines  of  gleaming  light,  while  Black  Combe  Mountain  in  dark  shadow* 
make*  a  bold,  sombre  background.  We  reach  Barow  with  the  impressions 
of  the  day  only  partly  sorted  out,  but  glad  to  have  lived  again  (or  some 
hours  in  God's  own  workJ  of  perfect  lovelines*. 

III.-CONI3TON  AND  TILBERTHWAITE  CHYLL 

FORM  the  objectives  on  another  day.  Susie  and  Tom  join  us  for 
the  excursion.  The  rail  trip  is  the  *ame  as  for  the  Duddon  but 
extended  from  Broughton  on  through  Torver  to  Coniston  itself. 
Before  leaving  the  station  we  ascend  the  steps  of  the  railway 
bridge  to  view  the  Lake  and  the  remarkably  fine  prospect  o*  the  Yewdale. 
Far  away  northward  the  striking  outline  of  the  Langdale  Pikes  cut  the  sky. 
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The  Langdales  have  become  almost  familiar  by  this  time.  From  nearly 
ever}'  point  the  double  rugged  humps  seem  conspicuous.  The  Old  Man 
just  above  us  rises  in  gloomy  aspect,  wreathed  in  mist  that  changes  every 
now  and  aeain  to  a  black  cloud  mantle.  The  early  morning  was  lowering 
and  we  had  postponed  our  intended  early  start,  but  anxious  not  to  lose  the 
day's  opportunity,  we  ventured,  taking  the  precaution  on  the  advice  of  our 
mountain-wise  host  and  hosteu  to  bring  waterproof  wraps. 

The  ladies  stay  by  the  Lake,  a  long  delightful  roam  along  the  shore 
and  inspection  of  the  many  points  of  interest  filling  the  hours.  Ruskin's 
home  (Brantwood),  his  monument  in  the  church  yard,  artistically  modelled 
in  a  grey-green  stone,  and  the  Ruskin  museum  are  of  course  among  the 
objects  noted,  '^ut  the  majesty  of  the  mighty  crags,  the  changing  aspect  of 
the  mountains  as  the  clouds  drive  across  and  enwrap  their  brows  and  the 
wondrous  beauties  of  the  woods  and  waters  have  claims  that  assert  them- 
selves above  all  the  memorials  of  even  the  noblest  of  our  workers  and 
thinkers,  for  they  declare  a  power  and  wisdom  that  awes  in  its  sublime 
superiority,  that  dwarfs  the  human  and  makes  the  greatest  but  a  humble 
worshipper  at  the  shrine  of  the  infinite  and  almighty. 

Provided  with  luncheon  parcels  and  stout  walking  sticks,  Tom  and  I 
start  up  the  Yewdale,  skirting  the  foot  of  the  Welherlam  range,  whose 
time-worn  rusged  rocks  overhang  the  valley  with  threatening  mien  as  the 
clouds  cap  tneir  brows.  Ever  and  again  however  there  is  prospect  of 
brighter  skies,  and  with  wondrous  changefulness  of  colouring  the  giant 
crass  stand  out  clear  and  bright,  sharp  cutting  in  bold  outline  into  the  great 
vault  overhead.  Two  miles  from  Coniston  we  leave  the  main  road  and 
besin  the  ascent  into  Tilberthwaite  Glen,  between  Wetherlam  and  Holme 
Fell,  along  the  course  of  the  Yewdale  Beck.  Then  comes  the  stiff  climb  up 
to  the  slate  quarries,  close  to  which  we  camp  to  enjoy  alike  the  magnificent 
prospect,  and  sandwiches  seasoned  by  sharpened  appetites.  On  the 
way  we  have  voted  our  waterproofs  a  doubtful  blessing,  but  they  prove  a 
wise  provision  as  the  rain  commences  and  we  are  driven  to  complete  our 
repast  in  the  lee  of  a  ruinous  slate  hut. 

The  ascent  is  completed  with  wonderfully  renewed  energies  and  we 
scramble  down  into  the  Gbyll  feeling  fresh  and  fit  for  anything.  From  the 
boulder-piled  bed  of  the  Beck  we  take  a  photograph  of  the  lower  part 
of  the  gorge,  and  secure  another  view  from  one  of  the  rustic  ladders 
further  up,  but  the  tall  water-fall  at  the  head  of  the  glen—  a  silver  streak  in 
a  dark,  narrow  setting  of  perpendicular  cliff — defies  the  camera  on  a  rainy 
day.  As  we  emerge  from  the  canyon  on  to  the  mountain  slope  above  we 
find  the  turf  water-sodden  by  the  driving  rain  and  are  glad  to  button  our 
waterproofs  more  closely  and  seek  the  shelter  of  the  woods. 

The  track  downward  is  rough  and  sleep,  but  fine  glimpses  of  valley 
and  hill  are  obtained  as  we  descend.  A  dead  lamb  in  the  pathway  has 
apparently  fallen  from  a  high  rock  overhead,  and  we  speculate  as  to   a 
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mournful  bleat  that  comes  up  (tori  below  being  the  cry  of  the  bereaved 
ewe.  The  descent  is  rapid  and  near  the  bottom  we  leave  the  friendly 
shelter  of  the  pines  and  rounding  a  group  of  picturesque  cottages  and  farm- 
yard start  on  the  four-mile  tramp  to  Coniston.  The  rain  is  merciless  but  it 
hardly  mars  our  enjoyment,  rather  it  presents  the  mountains  and  dales  in  a 
new  aspect,  as  striking  in  its  way  as  that  of  the  sunlit  views  that  have 
previously  been  our  aood  fortune. 

Just  before  reaching  the  end  of  our  walk  the  rain  ceases.  We  find 
the  ladies  browsino  among  the  interests  of  the  little  museum.  With  innocent 
surprise  they  exclaim  — "  Why  !  you  are  wet  I "  We  admit  the  soft 
impeachment,  and  in  fine  scorn  Tom  goes  off  to  wet  his  other  side  with 
tea  ;  while  I  with  higher  instincts  proudly  record  in  the  visitor's  book  that 
Canadians  have  honoured  the  shrine  with  "  pennies  "  in  the  slot  and  then 
repair  to  the  churchyard  to  gaze  on  the  green  stone  cross  and  meditate  on 
Lamps  and  Stones,  Wild  Olives  and  Lilies.  The  returning  train  takes 
back  to  Barrow  four  happy — if  two  damp — excursionists,  with  feelings  of 
wonder  and  adrr ;r<'^  on  too  full  for  utterance. 
IV.  -TARN  HOWS 

CONISTON  once  more  as  a  starting  point.  This  time  however 
the  Old  Man  is  bright  and  crowned  with  light,  the  cairn  that 
forms  the  button  of  his  cap  standing  out  distinct  and  clear.  A 
bachelor  party  of  f  ve  this  time,  with  the  Rev.  Mr.  Giffen  (Con- 
gregational minister)  as  guide.  Mr.  F.  D.  Walker  (of  the  Wesleyan 
Mission  House),  Mr.  Robertson  (an  intelligent  and  unusually  broad- 
minded  Plymouth  Brother),  Tom  and  I,  complete  the  group.  The  other 
three  are  well  provided  with  lunch,  so  we  two  brothers  raid  a  local  shop 
for  additaons  to  the  commissariat.  Under  Mr.  Giffen's  direction  we  sling 
our  mackintoshes  in  approved  mountaineering  style  and  start  up  the  Yew- 
dale.  Soon,  climbing  the  stone  wall  that  fences  the  roadway,  we  wander 
across  green  swards,  by  winding  streams  and  hedges,  and  presently  find 
ourselves  entering  a  lovely,  wooded  glen,  yclept  St.  Mary's.  A  gentle  rise 
leads  to  the  foot  of  a  strikingly  pretty  cascade,  of  which  we  attempt  a 
photograph  ;  a  stiff  climb  follows  till  suddenly  our  guide  turns  off  the  up- 
ward path  round  a  sharp  comer  and  we  are  confronted  by  a  waterfall  of 
surpassing  beauty  and  cameras  are  once  more  in  requisition. 

Again  we  climb,  and  then  looking  back  are  almost  breathless  with 
delight  as  the  valley,  framed  in  exquisite  foreground  of  interlacing  foliage 
and  marked  with  streak  of  silver  beech,  is  suddenly  revealed.  But  "  Forward  " 
is  the  order,  "  Excelsior,"  the  motto,  and  up  we  go,  pausing  f  lin  and 
again  to  look  back  upon  the  scene  below,  till  the  summit  of  Tarn  f-lows  is 
reached,  and  then,  succumbine  to  nature's  demands,  we  spread  waterproofs 
(or  couches,  newspapers  for  table  cloths,  and  share  and  share  alike  sand- 
wiches and  hard-boiled  eggs,  bisr.u'i.;  and  cheese,  oranges  and  bananas, 
meantime  taking  in  the  panorama  '~!  wooded  valley  and  piled-up  Fells, 
the  Langdale  Pikes  and  Sea  Fell  and  tar  distant  Helvellyn  of  special  note, 
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while  in  the  cup  of  the  How  itself,  lie*  the  lovely  Tarn,  with  wooded  iilett 
rich  in  coloring  of  many  hue*,  each  with  pendant  frinae  of  clear,  inverted 
reflection*.  A  long  of  prai*e  break*  forth,  echoed  by  the  surrounding  hill*. 
A  *earch  i*  made  for  a  good  vantage  point  from  which  to  secure 
a  record  in  the  camera,  but  the  *cenes  defy  our  skill  and  we  retire  defeated. 
Again  we  climb  the  summit  and  turning  our  backs  on  the  northern  prospect 
look  south  and  east  where  lie  Coniston  Lake  and  Esthwaite  Water  and 
Windermere.  Tom  and  I  have  vowed  a  walk  io  Hawkshead ;  but  we 
pay  our  respects  to  Wordsworth's  old  Grammar  School  by  this  distant 
view,  and  decide  to  keep  with  our  guide  who  hints  he  has  yet  some  g<y-d 
things  in  store.  Mr.  Giftn  i*  true  to  his  word.  He  lead*  us  by  devious 
way*,  Middenly  bringing  us  to  some  point  from  which  the  view  is  such 
that  we  fling  ourselves  down  prepared  to  »it  and  sing  ourselves  away  to  ever- 
lasting bli*s— if  heaven  be  such  as  this.  But  hardly  have  we  let  the  glory 
of  the  scene  po**ess  us  before,  rising,  he  calls,  "Come  a  little  further." 

We  follow,  half  reluctantly,  but  soon  are  lain  to  exclaim,  "  Why  this 
is  better  still  I "  And  so,  on  we  go  led  by  this  wizard  of  the  mountains, 
till  he  and  Walker  resolve  to  make  a  forced  dash  across  to  Tilberthwaite. 
The  1  «  of  u*  left,  *it  down  and  watch  them  every  now  and  again 
nto  some  clearing  in  the  distant  .:'-,  until  they  are  mere  specks 
v-inding  path.  Then  we  wend  our  way  by  mountain  side  and 
wooi.  ilen,  with  tall  trees  arching  overhead  and  babbling  stream  beneath 
bending  ferns  at  our  side.  As  we  descend  we  catch  now  and  again  through 
the  foliage  peeps  of  distant  Coniston.  We  converse  pleasantly,  Methodist 
parson  and  Plymouth  Brother,  on  the  things  of  God,  or  walk  in  reverent 
silence.     We  are  at  peace  with  »he  world  I 

Waterhead  is  reached,  then  Coniston  Village.  There  is  just  time 
before  the  train  leaves  for  a  quiet  tea,  during  which  we  speculate  on  the 
possibility  of  GifBn  and  Walker  accomplishing  their  self-imposed  task. 
At  the  station  I  They  are  not  in  sight.  The  officials  call,  "Take  yout 
seats ! "  The  doors  are  slammed.  The  station-master  puts  his  whistle  to  his 
mouth,  when  through  the  booking  office  they  come  tearing,  our  carriage 
door  is  opened  and  two  perspiring  mortals,  with  faces  like  peonies  and 
hearU  throbbing  like  sledge  hammers  fling  themselves  on  to  the  seats  as  the 
tr  Jn  moves  off.  It  was  the  last  train  that  night  too  !  ^  We  talk  of  our 
quiet,  refreshing  tea,  and  the  xictims  gasp,  "  Oh  !  don't !  " 

INDUSTRIAL  BARROW-ROMANTIC  WALNEY 

OTHER  days  at  Bartow  are  filled  with  visits  to  "  the  one  event— 
the  Orient,"  a  missionary  exhibition  that  for  eight  days  made 
big  demands  upon  the  time  of  Tom  and  Dorothy;  with  a  quiet 
trip  to  Fumess  Abbey  and  tea  at  a  wayside  cottage  as  an 
interlude ;  with  a  ramble  over  the  !  .'.Is  and  by  one  of  the  iron  mines 
with  Tom,  an  incident  in  the  course  c(  which  is  a  short  chat  with  a  foreman 
miner,  who  has  forcehil  vie\vs  abott  "  them  dooks  "  and  their  claim  to  what 
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it  undergrouiKl,  and  about  exceuive  royalties  upon  the  ininerali>  till  the 
fniiiM  are  closed,  unable  to  to  bear  the  exaction ;  with  a  visit,  in  company 
widi  the  exhibition  lecturers,  to  the  great  woib  and  dockyards  of  Vickers, 
Son  &  Maxim,  where  gaint  ironclads,  and  guns  therefor,  and  engines  of 
destruction  innumerable  are  fashioned ;  with  a  share  in  the  great  excitement 
appertaining  to  the  launching  of  the  Naval  Airship— the  thing  of  mystery — 
a  possible nval  (I)  in  ill  luck  of  the  German  Zeppelins:  with  rambles  on 
Walney  Island  and  dreams  of  Norsemen  and  Pictt  and  Scots. 

YET  ANOTHER  STAGE  EASTWARD 

PACKING  day  comes  round  all  too  soon.  On  a  Saturday  morning 
iiut  two  weeks  after  our  arrival  we  entrain  for  Scarborough. 
The  five-hours  journey  from  western  to  eastern  coast,  across 
Lancashire  and  Yorkshire,  is  one  v-f  great  interest.  We  rush 
past  ruined  Abbeys,  busy  cities,  sleepy  hamlets  and  peaceful  farms,  with 
long  lines  of  white-crowned  hawthorn  hedges  and  masses  of  golden  broom. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  THE  EASTERN  COAST 

ON  Scar)  iraugh  platform  we  find  Sallie's  old  friend.  Mrs.  Swift, 
waiting  to  receive  us  with  true  Yorkshire  hospitality.  In  the 
evening,  with  Mrs.  S.  and  her  daughter,  Annie,  we  have  along 
stroll  along  the  new  promenade  skirting  the  fool  of  the  Castle 
Hill.  The  North  Sea  breezes  blow  in  with  exhilarating  freshness,  thi  ugh 
the  sea  itself  is  but  gendy  splashing  on  the  rocks. 

•  •  • 

On  Sunday  morning  we  worship  at  Qyeen  St.  Wesleyan  Church. 
A  young  local  preacher,  Mr.  Pindar,  a  printer,  occupies  the  pulpit,  explaining 
that  late  the  previous  evening  the  minister  had  been  taken  ill.  The 
congregation  is  but  small  for  so  large  a  church,  the  need  of  summer  visitors 
requiring  watering  places  to  erect  places  of  worship  with  accommodation 
greatly  in  excess  of  ihe  normal  aemands.  Mr.  Pindar  proves  himself 
capable,  giving  a  telling  address  to  the  young  folks  on  the  legend  of  the 
Dutch  girls'  head^lress  under  the  title — "  How  a  country  got  a  fashion  in 
hats,"  and  a  forceful  sermon  on  the  lack  of  expression  to-day  of  the 
christian's  anxiety  for  his  fellow's  spiritual  well  being. 
•  «  • 

Monday  morning  we  spend  each  to  our  own  taste,  the  ladies  among 
the  shops,  and  I  in  an  exploration  of  the  old  fishing  town  and  the  casde. 
Scarborough  is  a  remarkable  example  of  the  up-to-Jat;  highly  fashionable 
watering-place,   with   palatial  hotels,  luxurious  boarc'.mg  houses,  terraced 

gardens  and  famous  Spa  for  the  ultra  select — the  bon  ton  of  "  society  " — and 
le  old-world  town  of  narrow  alleys,  break-neck  stone  stairways,  and 
quaint  houses,  dating  back  to  the  1 5th  and  earlier  centuries,  of  picturesque 
fishing  smacks,  of  bare-armed,  short-skirted  Scotch  fisher  lasses  and  brown- 
bloused  old  salts.     The  old  place  is  redolent  with  ancient  story.     Hither 
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came  the  None  king  Harold  Hardrada  with  hi*  item  northmen  buming 
and  ravaging,  and  here  were  enacted  (tiiring  icenei  in  which  Pier*  Gavetton 
and  Wyatt  and  many  a  notable  figure  in  history  were  acton.  That  it  rote 
in  Saxon  dayi  if  evidenced  by  the  very  name  of  the  town. 

The  Cattle  luini  are  mainly  of  1 2th  century  construction  though  the 
keep  date*  back  probably  to  the  Norman  Conqueror  himself.  Perched  on 
a  rock,  nearly  300  ft.  hioh,  which  jut*  out  into  the  *ea,  with  the  north  and 
*outh  bay*  *weeping  back  on  either  *ide,  the  Cattle  is  accessible  only  from 
the  west  and  must  have  been  a  formidable  object  of  assault.  Its  eventful 
history  is  soon  to  be  celebrated  in  historical  pageant,  for  which  there  is 
surely  ample  material.  The  civil  war  closed  iu  sternly  chequered  career, 
the  parliamentarians  successfully  beseigina  it  from  the  shelter  of  the  old 
St.  Mary's  church  just  below,  the  church  itself  losing  iu  choir  in  the 
cannonading.  After  a  second  seige,  to  prevent  further  trouble,  the 
Cromwellian*  blew  up  the  larger  part  of  the  fortres*.  Tiie  ruin*  are 
interesting,  a  good  portion  of  the  keep  with  its  1 2  ft.  thick  walls  and 
iu  dungeons,  and  much  of  the  outer  walls  and  gateways  still  remaining 
though  they  are  marred  by  a  hideous  red-brick  barracks  erected  by  an 
unKsthetic  war  department.  In  three  of  the  rooms,  by  the  way.  George 
Fox,  the  quaker,  was  at  different  times  confined.  A  small  collection  of 
curios  is  in  the  Guard  room,  consisting  of  stone  cannon  balls,  -H  coins, 
pottery,  boars'  tusks,  human  skulls  and  bones,  an  iron  gorget  encircling 
the  neck  of  one  of  the  skeletons,  and  other  doleful  looking  objects  which 
were  dug  out  of  a  1 80  foot  dry  well  in  the  Ballium.  For  "  tuppence  "  a 
guide  conduifls  visitors  over  the  ruins  and  tells  his  story  in  the  usual 
exasperatingly  irritating  monotone.  In  St.  Mary's  churchyard  is  the  grave 
of  Anne  Bronte  (Acton  Bell). 

A  YORKSHIRE  VAIX 

IN  the  afternoon  we  charter  a  wagonette  and  with  Mr.,  Mrs.  and  Mis* 
Swift  drive  through  the  justly  famed  Forge  Valley,  along  the  cour*e 
of  the  Derwent.  For  a  while  we  sit  over  against  a  sequestered  pool 
and  watch  the  trout  uking  toll  of  the  May-fly  which  swarm  near 
the  surface.  The  whole  dale  is  a  dream  of  beauty.  Near  the  end  of  the 
valley  stands  a  solitary  remnant  of  Ayton  Castle,  a  square  tower,  all  that 
is  left  of  an  acre  of  fortified  building,  dating  back  to  1 500. 

•  •  • 

The  next  day  is  devoted  to  a  shopping  expedition ;  to  a  pleasant  drive 
over  Oliver's  Mount,  a  visit  to  the  Holbeck  Gardens  on  the  face  of  the 
cliff  to  the  south  of  the  town ;  and  a  stroll  in  the  evening  up  Spring  Hill 
through  Falsgrave  Park.  Striking  views  are  obtainable  from  the  Castle 
Hill  and  Oliver's  Mount  of  the  bold  coast  line,  reaching  southward  to  Filey 
Brigg  and  Flamborough  Head,  while  the  streets  are  attired  joyously— 
wondrously  festooned  as  they  are  with  the  long  racemes  of  laburnum, 
contrasted  with  deep  red  .    y,  and  lit  with  the  great  candles  of  the  chestnuU. 
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THE  TREK  TO  EAST   ANGUA 

E  relucUnliy  i*y  "  Good-bye"  to  our  warm-hearted  Yorkihire 
(riendi  and  turn  our  facei  touthward.  E  ^ht  hours  journey 
by  York,  Doncatler,  Peterborough  and  Lynn  bringt  u>  to 
North  Waliham,  Mrs.  Le  Grice  welcoming  ui  on  the  plat- 
form, with  Mr.  Bullimore  waiting  with  llie  pony  trap  outiide  the  itation. 
One  oi  the  moit  striking  ieaturei  oi  the  landscape  as  we  journeyed  was  the 

Eeat  stretch  oi  iuU-flowered  furze  on  both  sides  of  the  railway  on  the  run 
ilween  Lynn  and  Fakenham,  a  wondrous  cloth  of  gold  whose  extent  wa* 
difficult  to  guage  in  the  flying  train  but  which  was  perhaps  a  milr  in  length 
by  a  hundred  yards  in  width.  The  land  seems  mad  with  exultant  colour. 
The  paler  tints  of  spring  are  giving  place  to  the  stronger  tones  of  summer. 
Pale  lemon  is  replaced  by  golden  yellow,  delicate  heliotrope  by  deep 
purple,  pink  by  flaming  red. 

IN    CHILDHOODS    HAUNTS 

EIGHT  days  are  spent  at  North  Walsham,  our  host  and  hostesses 
as  elsewhere  laying  themselves  out  to  make  our  stay  one  of  un- 
alloyed pleasure.  Tiny,  the  pony,  is  placed  at  our  disposal  with- 
out restriction,  and  provides  a  never-failing  source  of  enjoyment. 
Drives  to  Sallie's  old  haunts  the  scenes  of  early  days  and  happy  memories 
—and  renewals  of  old  friendships  fill  in  the  days.  Mrs.  Neech,  at  Felming- 
ham,  a  bright  old  lady,  bordering  on  90  years,  is  greatly  delighted  with  a 
call,  and  proves  an  interesting  entertainer,  with  the  reminiscences  of  times 
long  ago.  A  drive  to  Bacton,  with  a  visit  to  The  Hermitage,  where  we 
have  tea  with  Mrs.  Martin,  a  missionary's  widow  and  a  friend  of  Mrs.  Brown 
and  her  family,  fills  one  enjoyable  afternoon.  Bacton  itself  is  an  old-world 
village  by  the  sea,  to  which  has  been  added  a  good  sprinkling  of  more  or  less 
incongruous  modem  dwellings  which  at  present  straggle  fortunately  over  the 
plateau  to  the  margin  of  the  cliffs  without  apparently  any  very  definite  plan. 
The  stretch  of  yellow  sands  which  fringes  the  ocean,  and  from  which  the 
cliffs  rise  abruptly  some  80  or  90  feet  is  temptingly  quiet  and  has  treasure 
of  shell  and  seaweed.  To  the  east  is  Happisburgh  with  its  lighthouse  as  a 
prominent  landmark  and  hard  by  on  the  vkest,  Paston  Village,  to  and  from 
which  cam  -  and  went  the  famous  fifteenth  century  "  Paston  Letters,"  which 
in  such  chaiming  vivacity  and  freedom  of  manner  discuss  the  domestic  and 
public  relations  of  English  life  during  the  War  of  the  Roses. 

WITH    THE    MONKS    OF    MERRY    MOOD 

Our  interest,  however,  centres  in  the  ruins  of  Bromholm  Priory,  better 
known  as  Bacton  Abbey,  a  twelfth  century  Cluniac  monastery.  Farmer 
Cubitt  provides  Sallie  with  an  opportunity  of  a  reminiscent  chat  about  her 
forbears,  the  Burton  family,  famous  yeoman  of  these  parts,  and  tells  how  his 
own  father  incurred  the  disfavour  of  the  Canadian  authorities  by  reporting 
adversely  when  he  visited  the  Dominion  as  a  member  of  the  commission  to 
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invetl^ale  u  to  the  advantage*  offered  to  Ejiglith  yeomen  farmer*.  I  mean- 
while have  a  raging  desire  to  punch  hii  (Mr.  (Jubill's)  head  for  turning  the 
old  abbey  grouitd*  mto  a  compound  for  hit  threshing  mat  hinei,  ihrrrby 
making  a  gtxxl  view  of  the  extensive  and  pit iuresijur  ruins  im|»issible  but 
the  farmer  is  a  broad-built  fellow,  head  and  sliouldrrs  taller  iNn  I,  and  dis- 
cretion forbids.  So  we  give  him  a  contnbution  for  ih.  II.S.I'.C. A. instead. 
At  the  I'riory,  by  Ine  way,  was  buried  bir  John,  eldest  son  ol  "CmhkJ 
Judge"  i'aiton,  and  one  ol  the  rontnbutort  to  the  famous Iriit-r*,  ami  a  high 
old  hme  .he  monks  and  villa)(rrs  must  have  had  over  ;he  funeial,  ar(t>rding 
to  the  "  Roll  ol  {Cx[)enses,"  with  the  "  I  )  l)arrels  of  brer,  17  barrrls  of  ale, 
I S  gallons  ol  red  wine,"  another  brew  ol  "  I  5  combs  of  malt,"  logrlhrr  «\ilh 
"  1,300  eggs,  20  gallons  of  milk  and  8  ol  cream.  41  pigs,  4')  calves  and  10 
oxen."  Furttiriniore  a  barber  was  occupied  lor  5  days  in  furbishing  up  the 
monks  for  the  occasion  and  £20  was  showered  in  small  coins  among  the 
throng.  Bromholm  figures  in  Chaucer  in  "  The  Reeve's  l  ale."  and  in 
Laiiglaiid's  "  f'iers  the  I'lowman,"  while  its  interesting  story  is  told  at  length 
in  limb's  "  Abbeys  and  Castles." 

AN    IMMFJ^SION 

SUNDAY  is  filled  with  a  drive  to  Worstead  Meeting  Hill  in  the 
morning,  where  the  Rev.  C'ulley  preaches  from  Malt.  iii.  16,17, 
and  baptises,  by  immersion,  two  young  [h- opie ;  tea  althe  I  .e  dice's ; 
preaching  in  the  evening  at  the  Weslevan  Church :  and  an  i)|)en- 
air  service  in  the  market-place  in  which  the  We«.,  (  ongl.  ai.  .  hapl:.>t 
ministers  take  part.  Mr.  Culley's  sermon  was  a  brief  for  the  Baptist  view, 
and  laid  stress  on  ".)bediem'r"  as  a  factor  in  the  i  hri^ttian's  lilr.  1  he 
"ordinance"  was  i-nprfssive  to  a  certain  (Kjinl  and  il  the  actual  immersion 
to  an  outsider  lacked  sorr:»'hing  in  dignity  it  did  lend  that  impi'itame  to 
church  membership  which  often  in  some  other  communions  is  not  sutlicirnily 
emphasized.  At  the  <\'es.  Church  was  a  large  attentive  congregation:  ihe 
minister.  Rev.  A.  H.  Walton,  presided  at  the  organ. 
Al.ONG    THK    NORIOLK    (dAST 

WHIT-MONDAY  is  a  day  to  be  long  remcml)ered.  Alter 
an  early  lunch,  a  party  ol  eight  ol  us  drivf  by  way  of 
Swaheld  and  Knaplon  to  .Munilesley.  a  retreat  lor  Nrlson 
from  the  thraldom  ol  Norlli  \Xr  alsliam  Graminai  Si  hool  and 
(or  Cowper  in  his  days  ol  melancholy  ;  thence  along  the  coast  tn  I  rniinijliam. 
which  place  boasts  of  cliffs  3()()ft.  in  ht  n^ht,  of  a  beacon  from  wliiili  the 
spires  and  towers  of  Norwich  and  (Jt.  Yarmouth,  a  well  as  a  host  ol  village 
churches  can  be  5<-en  sometimes!  and  of  a  chu'.  whose  priciis  were 
once  the  proud  fiosscssors  ol  one  ofthe  heads  of  John  le  Baptist.  St.  John's 
other  heads,  I  fancy,  are  claimetl  by  variou.s  Continent.il  monasteries.  From 
Trimingham  we  go  on  to  Sidestrand.  the  refuge  of  the  Norfolk  writer, 
Clement  Scott.  We  visit,  ol  course,  the  solitary  tower  of  the  old  church, 
standing  on  the  edge  ol  the  crumbling  cliff  and  made  famous  by  Scott's 
song  as  "  The  Garden  of  Sleep." 
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We  are  in  the  heart  o{  "  Poppyland"  now,  but  are  too  early  for  the 
flaming  scarlet  coverlet*  that  presently  will  cloak  the  fields,  but  here  and 
there  tome  herald  blooms  are  lifting  their  brilliant  petals  in  proud  proclama- 
tion of  the  coming  feast  of  colour.  After  Sidestrand  comes  Overstrand 
where  we  leave  our  willing  steed  to  refresh  himself  according  to  his  wont, 
while  we  descend  to  the  sands  and  sea,  visit  the  ivy-clad  ruins  of  the  old 
church  with  its  modern  usurper  standing  at  its  side,  vainly  try  to  enter  the 
curiously  constructed  Wesleyan  Church,  climb  the  heights  over-looking 
Cromer,  watch  the  fishing  fleet  putting  out  to  sea  and  the  golfers  driving  wee 
white  balls,  and  then  refresh  ourselves  at  a  delightfully  clean  little  tea-room. 

The  drive  homewards  takes  us  past  Northrepps  Cottage,  a  "  dream 
of  beauty."  The  picturesque  house  is  wonderfully  placed  in  a  remarkably 
pretty  setting,  while  the  curving  road-way  is  banked  by  a  mass  of  rhododen- 
drons, which  rises  up  high  above  our  heads  till  reached  by  the  tall,  arching 
trees  from  the  other  side — one  great  blaze  of  luxurious  colour.  Southrepps, 
full  of  happy  girlhood  memories  for  Sallie,  comes  next,  with  its  strikingly  fine 
church  with  lofty  tower,  a  landmark  for  many  miles.  Through  winding 
lanes  we  go,  on  by  Antingham,  and  so  home,  past  churches,  and  ponds, 
and  rustic  cottages  covered  with  masses  of  roses,  red,  and  cream,  and  white, 
and  between  hedges  crowded  with  may,  and  honeysuckle  and  wild-rose, 
rising  from  green  pedestals  chequered  over  with  flowers  of  every  hue. 

We  visit  Cromer  on  the  Tuesday,  making  the  journey  this  time  by  rail. 
The  day  was  somewhat  grey,  which  accounts  perhaps  for  some  little  disa[>- 
pointment  with  the  capital  of  Poppy-land,  which  since  we  last  saw  it  has 
developed  new-villadom  and  blatant  boarding-houseiana  terribly.  The  fine 
new  Wesleyan  church  is  closed  of  course.  When  will  we  nonconformists 
learn  to  make  our  houses  of  prayer  accessible  at  all  times,  as  wisely  does  the 
Anglican  church  ?  The  joy  of  Cromer  however,  is  its  lighthouse  cliff,  with 
its  moss-like  turf  and  fern  and  heather,  its  plaintive  sea  gulls  and  its  minstrelsy 
of  land  birds. 

Yarmouth  is  the  goal  on  the  following  day.  Little  Edward  Le  Grice, 
who  was  absent  from  the  party  on  Whit-Monday,  accompanies  us  and  finds 
abundant  interest  in  our  stroll  by  the  Quay,  with  its  incessant  procession  of 
vessels  coming  and  going  and  in  our  visits  to  the  remnants  of  the  old  Grey 
Friar's  Monastery,  the  Toll  House  and  St.  Nicholas  Church,  reputed  to 
be  the  largest  parish  church  in  England,  and  possessing  many  striking  features 
and  objects  of  curiosity.  We  note  the  "  Whalebone  Seat  "  (the  base  of  a 
whale's  skull,  the  owner  of  which  was  cast  up  on  the  beach),  now  inside  the 
church  but  which  for  200  years  served  as  a  resting  place  in  the  churchyard, 
the  curious  "  Revolving  Desk, "  probably  of  the  16th  century,  and  unique 
in  England ;  and  some  of  the  monuments.  The  church  itself  dates  back  to 
1 1 07  and  was  built  as  part  of  the  penance  exacted  from  a  certain  ecclesiastic 
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(or  having  obtained  hit  bishopric  by  unhallowed  purchase.  So  at  least  runs 
the  story.  It  is  striking  for  the  unusual  size  of  the  aisles  which  are  each 
half  as  wide  again  as  the  .:3ve,  as  well  as  much  loftier.  The  famous  Rows, 
familiar  to  Salue  in  her  school-days,  are  several  of  them  revisited,  and  Mr. 
Palmer  courteously  shows  us  through  his  greatly  extended  and  modernized 
store,  with  its  island  windows  and  luxurious  rest-room  and  show-rooms. 
The  beach  and  its  multifarious  life  of  course  claims  some  share  of  our  time, 
as  well  as  the  market. 

On  the  railway  journey,  a  heron,  motionless  on  still-like  legs  by  water's 
brink  intently  watching  for  (inny  prey,  catches  our  eye,  the  brown  sails  of  the 
wherries  glide  mysteriously  across  the  meadows,  the  River  Thume  is 
picturesque  with  many  snow-white  vrings  of  moving  yachts,  and  by  Potter 
Heigham  station  is  a  group  of  meadows  so  thickly  rich  with  butler-cups  as 
though  a  giant  artist  had  with  broad  palette-knife  spread  his  golden  cK.  ime 
in  great  generous  bands — never  before  had  we  seen  so  rich  a  spread. 

THROUGH  THE  EAST  ANGLIAN  CAPITAL  TO  THE 
HUB  OF  THE  WORLD. 

ON  the  last  morning  of  our  stay  at  North  Walsham  we  drive 
through  Westwick,  undoubtedly  the  most  picturesque  estate  in 
the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  town. 
In  the  afternoon  we  leave  for  Norwich,  where  we  stay 
with  our  old  friends,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Harbord,  and  their  son.  The  fine  old 
city  is  greatly  improved  in  many  ways ;  but  our  short  visit  only  permits  of  a 
hasty  glance  at  some  of  the  old  familiar  "lions,"  including  the  Castle 
and  its  Museum,  the  famous  Cathedral  with  its  wondrous  roof,  the 
picturesque  water-gate,  "  Pull's  Ferry, "  the  theme  of  many  a  picture,  and 
at  some  of  the  new  features.  Our  friends,  with  whom  our  association  is 
one  of  peculiar  interest  and  never-to-be-forgolten  incidents,  would  fain  have 
us  linger  and  very  reluctantly  bid  us  good-bye  on  Saturday  afternoon,  when 
we  entrain  for  London,  travelling  via  Ely  and  Cambridge.  At  our 
destination,  Walthamstow,    Mr.  and  Mrs.  Goetze  give  us  a  warm  welcome. 

•  •  • 

On  Sunday  we  worship  at  City  Road  chapel  in  the  morning,  hear  the 
Rev.  Dinsdale  i.  Young  preach  a  thoughtful  sermon  on  the  Trinity,  and 
renew  acquaintance  with  him  in  the  vestry.  In  the  afternoon  we  visit  the 
old  class  at  Church  Hill,  and  meet  the  Rev.  J.  Wesley  Hart,  a  Methodist 
author  of  some  note.  Mr.  Hart  preaches  in  the  evening,  "  a  new  plea  for 
an  old  institution  "  being  the  title  of  his  subject,  "  Sabbath  observance,  a 
mental  need,  "  his  theme.  Monday  and  Tuesday,  and  Wednesday  morning 
are  taken  up  with  visits  to  the  city— largely  business,  partly  otherwise. 
Owen  runs  down  on  Monday  evening  for  about  three  hours,  and  we  are 
much  pleased  by  his  evidently  good  development. 
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On  Wednesday  afternoon,  we  make  for  Wortfiina.  The  landscape 
has  altered  greatly  as  we  have  travelled  from  West  to  East  and  North  to 
South,  but  everywhere  is  beauty,  and  familiar  as  most  of  the  scenes  are, 
they  strike  us  with  wonderful  freshness,  and  surely  never  was  England  so 
beautiful  as  in  this  earl\  summer  of  1911.  The  honeysuckle  and  the  briar- 
roses  now  crowd  the  L  Jges  and  the  elderberry  trees  are  white  with  bloom. 
The  bright  green  of  the  daisy-flecked  meadows  has  given  place  to  the  greys 
of  the  rapidly  ripening  grasses,  tinged  brightly  red  in  places  with  the 
common  sorrel,  and  ihe  wheat  fields  yet  in  vivid  green,  look  brighter  still  in 
contrail.  The  gardens  are  aflame  with  brilliant  colouring  -  the  roses  !— 
rose*  ate  everywhere!  Truly,  as  fimeonehas  said,  "Joy  is  the  tune  of  June." 

IN  THE  SUNNY  SOUTH 

S  w^  run  up  to  the  Worthing  platform  we  look  anxiously  for  dear 

Lizzie,  and  are  relieved  to  see  her  on  the  lookout.     Soon  we 

are   "  all  aboard "   a   conveyance   for    The    Broadway,    and 

excitedly  asking  and  answeringquestionsoneach  others  well-being. 


A 


Our  fu&  excursion  of  note  is  by  four-in-hand  to  Chanctonbury  on 
Saturday  afternoon,  a  delightful  1 8-mile  drive  by  way  of  Brt  tdwater  and 
Findon  on  to  the  Downs  and  home  by  way  of  Sompting.  The  long  climb 
up  the  hills  and  over  the  springy  turf  is  a  splendid  experience,  the  horses 
and  driver  prove  experienced  in  the,  to  us,  novel  ways,  and  the  views  are 
superb,  the  air  delicious.  Lizzie  and  our  two  selves  form  our  section  of 
the  party.  This  first  South  Downs  run  revives  many  memories,  and  in 
enjoyment  rivals  the  Lake  outings  themselves.  Chanctonbury 's  814  feet 
sounds  small  after  the  altitudes  of  the  Cumberland  ranges,  but  the  spreading 
Weald  beneath  the  sharp  descent  on  the  northern  side  and  the  rolling  ranges 
of  the  Downs,  with  the  Findon  Valley  opening  to  the  sea  on  the  south, 
need  yield  little  in  impressiveness  to  their  northern  rivals,  notwithstanding 
the  quieter  tones  of  their  main  features. 

The  weather  during  this  first  nine-days*  stay  at  Worthing  is  somewhat 
broken  and  uncertain  making  any  other  lengthy  outings  inadvisable,  and  we 
aie  content  with  quiet,  restful  days,  and  the  renewal  of  acquaintance  with 
Broadwater  and  its  famous  old-fashioned  "  bull's  eyes,"  Tarring  and  iu 
Thomas  a  Bccket  associations,  and  other  near-by  places. 

Coronation  Day  is  celebrated  by  a  well-attended  united  service 
at  the  Wesleyan  church,  and  has  its  mild  excitement  in  the  procession  of 
Territorials,  Scouts,  Lifeboatmen,  Postmen,  Councillors,  and  other  public 
representatives  to  the  parish  church.  The  town  does  itself  credit  in  the 
way  of  street  and  house  decorations,  but  the  unkindly  showers  make  the 
children's  festival  and  fireworks  impossible  and  they  are  postponed  to  more 
opportune  days.  We  follow  the  London  procession  by  aid  of  the 
Cinematograph  on  the  day  after  the  event. 
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BACK  TO  THE  METROPOUS 

A  RED  LETTER  DAY-  made  special  by  the  return  to  London 
and  high  iinlcs  at  the  Crystal  Palace  and  the  Festival  of  £n.pire 
— with  the  "  Pageant "  omitted.  Lizzie  accompanies  us,  and 
we  start  in  a  heavy  downpour  of  rain.  We  are  however  in 
optimistic  mood  and  before  Penge  is  reached  our  daring  is  justified  by 
scattering  clouds  and  brightening  slues,  and  only  one  brief  shower,  during 
lunch  hour,  reminds  us  of  the  morning  threats.  Missing  the  insignificant 
entrance  gate,  inscribed  "  Motor  Garage,"  close  to  the  station,  we  climb 
the  winding  road  that  skirts  the  Palace  Grounds  for  a  good  half-mile,  and 
are  rewarc^  by  a  long  stroll  over  sticky  paths  past  the  Model  Village  and 
Bostock's  Menagerie,  the  Maze,  and  other  outer  works  of  the  great  domain. 
Kathleen  joins  us  alter  some  hunting  on  both  ou  oart  and  hers,  and  after 
lunch  Owen  is  added  to  the  party.  We  '  •"  the  various  colonial 
exhibits,  the  All- Red- Railway  trip,  the  All-Briti.  i  Manufactures,  the  great 
children's  choir,  and  are  in  turn  "done  "  when,  after  tea,  we  attempt  to 
enter  the  Pageant  Grounds,  by  a  humorous  tout,  with  stentorian  voice, 
yelliM  throuah  a  megaphone  "  STANDIN' I  ROOM!  ONLY! 
ONE  1  SHILLIN"  !"  followed  almost  ir.imediately  (while  we  deliberate 
as  to  who  can  successfully  pass  the  ordeal  of  standing  for  nearly  two  hours) 
by  "No  more  Standin  Room  I  No  more  Siltin'  Room!  No  more 
room  NO-wherel  NO  NOTHIN' !  "  We  philosophically,  after  Owen 
has  declared  "That  settles  it!  "resign  ourselves  to  other  attractions,  consoling 
ourselves  that  we  know  some  history,  anyhow  !  and  perhaps  we  shouldn't  be 
much  wiser  if  we  had  seen  one  of  the  four  sections  of  Lascelle's 
dramatized  history.  The  young  folks  undergo  the  thrills  of  the  tower  switch- 
back railway  and  water -chute  and  after  we  older  three  have  gone,  remain 
for  the  delights  of  "Wild  Australia,"  the  Military  Tattoo  and  other  mild  and 
elevating  excitements.  Of  the  colonial  exhibitions  Canada's  $200,000 
replica  of  the  Ottawa  Parliament  Buildings  and  arransement  of  products 
and  industries  are  far  away  in  the  lead.  Newfoundland  and  New  ZesJand 
also  have  very  interesting  and  well-arranged  exhibits,  in  the  early  evening 
Lizzie  accompanies  us  to  Heme  Hill  where  we  stay  with  our  long  proved 
friends,  the  Gedges,  at  Toronto  Lodge. 

Sunday  dawns  in  watery  mood  and  falling  in  with  its  manifest  spirit 
we  go  to  the  Baptist  Church,  protecting  ourselves  as  best  we  may  from  the 
ofHciating  clouds  with  borrowed  umbrellas.  Later  in  the  day  the  skies  get 
more  enlightened  and  followinn  their  lead  we  tum  Methodists  in  the  evening 
and  attend  Brixton  Hill  Church,  where  a  special  coronation  service  with 
much  first-class  music  is  held  and  the  Rev.  C.  Arnold  Healing  preaches  a 
King  Crowning  sermon. 

In  the  morning  we  see  Lizzie  off  at  Victoria  Station  en  route  for 
Worthing  and  then  for  two  days  lose  ourselves  in  London's  labyrinths.    We 
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view  the  iliced-up  fore*t>  that  fill  every  available  space,  and  crown  every 
house,  and  enwrap  every  public  building,  with  their  rough,  yellow  nakedness 
but  partly  concealed  by  'lecorations  that  look  decidedly  washed  out  by  the 
heavy  rains.  Their  short  reign  o(  high-priced  popularity  is  over.  The  sound 
of  the  hammer  is  everywhere.  "Coronation  seats"  no  longer,  they  are  now 
"  Wood  for  sale,  cheap  I "  The  broken  splinters  are  a  harvest  for  an  army 
of  atleaners — boys,  and  girls,  and  women,  with  here  and  there  an  aged  man, 
with  «prons  and  baskets  and  improvised  barrows,  eagerly  pouncing  on  every 
stray  lath  and  chip  that  will  add  to  the  winter's  store  of  firewood. 

We  visit  the  new  Methodist  Church  House,  which  even  vrtth  another 
twelvemonths  of  building  to  come,  is  already  a  noble  structure,  the  line 
marble  monument  to  Queen  Victoria  in  front  of  Buckingham  Palace,  and 
the  very  interesting  collection  of  Bible  Plants  and  Animals  in  the  Nat.  Hist. 
Museum.  Respects  are  also  paid  to  Harrod's,  Maple's,  Selfridge's,  Peter 
Robinson's  and  other  giant  examples  of  modem  trading.  Sallie  hits  on  a 
novel  and  remarkably  successful  method  of  securing  delivery  of  purchases. 
Having  bought  an  umbrella  she  carefully  deposited  it,  together  with  a  pair 
of  gloves,  on  the  top  of  a  motor-bus.  The  plan  works  splendidly  I  Drivers 
ana  conductors  of  all  public  conveyances  are  bound  under  penalty  to  take 
all  property  left  on  their  vehicles  to  Scotland  Yard,  hence  one  has  but  to 
send  a  description  to  that  obliging  department  and  the  articles  are  carefully 
packed  and  sent  home.  In  our  case  we  were  saved  all  trouble  of  carrying 
the  umbrella  about  London  and  in  due  course  it  was  safely  delivered  at 
Worthing  through  H.M.  mails. 

•  •  • 

We  leave  Heme  Hill,  notwithstanding  the  entreaties  of  our  hosts, 
<U)d  for  two  nights  make  our  headquarters  at  Upton  Park  with  brother 
William  Ball,  as  good-natured  as  ever,  and  hearty  in  welcome.  Louie 
entertains  us  royally  and  Eddie,  grown  into  a  tall,  lithe  young  fellow,  enthus- 
iastically illumines  us  with  electrical  technicology. 

One  day  is  occupied  with  a  trip  to  Aylesbury,  and  the  inspection  of 
Hazell,  Watson  &  Viney's  works  in  that  old-world  market  town.  Situated 
in  a  picturesque  valley,  surrounded  hy  the  Rothschild  estates,  and  under 
the  shadow  of  the  Chiltern  Hills,  Aylesbury  is  an  ideal  place  for  a  not  too 
obtrusive  industry  seeking  for  its  employees  healthful  conditions. 

IN   THE   DICKENS  COUNTRY 

A  FTER  a  somewhat    adventurous   journey,   through   boarding  the 

/%        wrong  train  (the  one  mistake  in  our  trip  to  remind  us  of  our 

/    \      fallibility)  we  arrive  at  Strood  soon  after  noon  and  spend  some 

23  hours  with  oui  friends  of  old — the  Eckerts.  As  far  as  possible 

we  explore  the  nooks  and  corners  of  historic  Rochester,  its  remnants   of 

protective  walls,  its  noble  cathedral,  its  fine  castle  ruins,  its  museum  in  the 

Nuns'  house,  its  Guildhall,  its  hostel  for  "  six  poor  travellers,  being  neither 
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rogUM  nor  pro<fton, "  aixl  it*  old  cuiioMty  shop.  We  re-reAci  our  "  Edwin 
Drood  "  and  "  Seven  Poor  Tiavellen  "  and  with  we  had  longer  to  ftay  in 
the  "  Dickcni'  raom  "  of  the  muieum,  which  although  it  it  a  "  cloted  "  day 
we  view  by  ipecial  permiMion.  We  once,  on  a  previout  occasion  made 
out  acquaintance  with  Cobham,  ami  with  our  feet  under  Dickens'  table, 
sitting  on  a  Dickens'  chair,  surrounded  with  the  Dickens  of  a  lot  of  other 
relict,  regaled  ourselves  in  the  old  onginal  "Lealhei  Bottle  Inn,"  and 
fancied  ourselves  true  i^ickwickiani. 

•  •  • 

The  last  day  of  June,  finds  us  once  more  in  London,  and  the  tame 
afternoon  we  return  to  Worthing.  Thit  North  Kent  run  to  and  from 
Strood  it  remarkable  for  itt  extraordinary  colour  imprestion-  a  wide, 
irregular,  moving  line  of  tubdued  crimson  following  the  train  lor  miles — a 
mass  of  Red  Valerian,  tpread  lavishly  along  the  stony  banks  and  covering 
the  chalk  cuttings,  the  one  persistent  note,  relieved  but  slightly  with  green 
foliage  and  interspersed  with  a  i  occasional  dash  of  Karlet  and  a  few 
scattered  spots  of  white.  It  is  said  that  someone  once  scattered  some  seed 
which  took  kindly  to  the  thinly  covered  chalk  and  flourished  exceeding 
abundantly.  The  journey  otherwise  has  its  interests  in  the  multiform 
shipping  on  the  Thames  and  canals  and  the  evidences  of  military  occupation. 

BY    THE    DOWNS   AND    THE   SEA    ONCE    MORE 

OUR  second  stay  at  Worthing  is  marked  first  by  a  tiain  run  o 
Arundel,  Lizzie  joining  us  lor  the  outing.  The  Castle,  Pan:. 
Swanboume  Lake,  the  peacocks  and  swans,  and  the  "  Black 
Rabbit, "  with  the  old  town  itself,  form  the  chief  points  of 
interest,  for  feeling  lazy  we  leave  the  Church,  the  Cathedral,  and  the 
i  tv  out  of  our  progiamme.  On  the  homeward  run  we  make  a  brief  call 
at  Littlehampton  and  look  up  Miss  Rowland. 
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On  one  afternoon  Lizzie  and  I  take  a  motor  char-a-banc  ride  to 
Storrington,  photograph  the  great  crucifix  in  the  monastery  garden,  one  of 
the  pretty  cottages,  and  the  decayed  old  Sullington  Mill ;  and  roam  over 
the  sweet-scented  heath  knee  deep  in  full-bloomed  heather. 

P.  S.  -Sinct  oui  riiit  iKc  old  mill  hil  y«iuihed.  drvouitd  bjr  >  lire  lliM  in  ihclielce  dng.d«yl  iwepl  •crou 
thehralh.  No  morelhf  old  l«mil»r  luidmuk  itindia  pictuiMqui;  ttlic  of  a  by-gone  induilry  wotiwd  in 
the  conflict  with  modern  ptogren.  The  (trnnge,  giuni  old  milU.  mndirij  on  the  hill  crerti  c'-«r  agunil  the 
Ay,  llin(|io(  found  iheii  giant  armi.  had  alwayi  i  laicinalion  m  thildhood't  dayi.  In  daytime  .  e  would  draw 
near  wooderiogly  and  liaten  to  the  ctealiing  ol  the  uiU  and  watch  the  duity  millet  fiamed  in  the  lun-Ut 
doorway  at  the  head  o(  the  wooden  llairt  with  dark  myUnioua  rneuei  behind  (rom  which  came  rumbling 
MUlidl  and  light,  powdery,  imokelike  puff«,  bjl  in  the  jloaming  we  Wood  alai  from  the  weird  dark  ihape 
and  thot^  wc  law  in  the  ihadowi  the  nittme  fifiurea  of  vahant  Don  Qiizote  and  hia  lailhfut  Sancho  Panza. 


«    f 
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We  two  travellers  spend  a  half-day  in  Horsham,  and  the  same  evening 
Lizzie  and  Miss  Hearsay  accompany  us  on  a  drive  eastward  along  the  sea- 
front,  p    •  Lancing  and  the  uniquely  curious  Bungalow  Town,  over  the  Adur 
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ihoreham,  returning  by  old  Shoreham,  Upper  Lancing,  Sompting  and 
.  .ladwaler.  The  evening  breeie  ii  deligntiul  alter  an  inlentely  hot 
day  and  ai  we  circle  the  great  Aerodrome  groundi  we  are  fortunate 
enough  to  witnett  several  aKenli  and  detcentt  o(  wtme  Bi-planet  giving  an 
exhibition  oi  aenal  manoeuvring  before  starting  (or  the  jile  of  Wight. 

The  heat  nuket  outingi  during  several  days  undesirable.  A  call  on 
my  old  Dominie  a  good  sample  of  the  best  sort  of  old  style  schoolmaster, 
wno  took  an  individual  interest  in  each  of  his  pupils,  and  who  counts  many 
succewful  men  among  his  friends  by  that  same  token  fills  one  afternoon, 
and  other  friends  are  dutifully  "  called  on  "  in  the  evening. 

Some  of  boyhood's  haunts  are  revisitrd  i .  a  lonely  evening  ramble 
over  the  Downs.  A  climb  up  the  hill  by  Sompting  Chalk  Pit,  where  of 
old  various  "  Blues "  of  the  Butterfly  order,  Burnet  Moths,  and  other 
Lepidoptera  were  wont  to  abound  over  the  brow  of  the  hill,  along  part 
of  the  Steyning  road  track  a  change  of  mind  up  on  the  ridge  face 
turned  towards  Cissbuiy  various  deviations  from  the  goal,  now  to  start 
the  multitudes  of  rabbits  scurrying  across  the  burrow-pierced  hill  sides, 
dotted  thickly  over  with  brown  patches  marking  the  rabbit  tracks,  now  to 
get  a  better  view  of  the  piclurestjue  homesteads  in  the  valley. 

7  he  Cissbury  warrens  are  fuller  than  ever  young  rabbits,  middle-aged 
rabbits,  old  rabbits,  the  ground  is  alive  with  them.  Here  is  the  scene  of  a 
tragedy,  a  youngster  fallen  a  prey  to  some  bird  of  evil  which  has  left  the 
eye-sockets  empty,  and  the  poor  remains  a  feast  to  the  flies  and  burying 
beetles.  Yet  another  young  bunny  has  evidently  this  very  dav  fallen  a 
victim  to  some  juvenile  indiscretion  probably  overfeeding,  by  the  stuffed 
appearance  of  his  small  stomach. 

The  old  Roman  Camp  is  interesting  as  ever-  the  sun  goes  down  fiery 
red  in  the  evening  mist  -  the  cuckoo  calls  its  double  note  for  lovers' benefit — 
the  plovers  wheel  and  turn  and  "  weep !  weep ! "  plaintively.  The 
homeward  tramp  in  the  old  fam<liar  path  must  be  done  hurriedly,  but 
allurements  to  loiter  are  frequent  and  dusk  gathers  before  the  level  is  reached 
again. 

Another  outing  alone  is  taken  on  the  last  Monday  QxiW  10),  by 
train  first  to  curious,  old-world,  picturesque  Fistleworth,  with  its  bridges,  and 
widely-renowned  inn,  and  old  watermill,  and  quaint  cottages,  transfigured 
on  many  a  canvas.  Next  on  foot  to  Pulborough,  by  a  delightfully  shaded 
lane,  sweet-scented  with  pine  and  heather,  past  an  artistically-grouped  farm- 
house and  buildings  nestling  in  a  hollow  with  the  pine-woods  in  front  and 
the  round-topped  South  Downs  behind,  along  the  highroad  skirting  Stopham 
Hall  estate  and  over  the  remarkable  Stopham  Bridge,  presenting  from  above 
a  curious  zig-zag  appearance  with  its  many  triangular  bays  on  either  side 
and  from  below  a  strikingly  pretty  picture  with  its  nine  arches  and  buttresses, 
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its  ruth-binged  pool  on  which  float  lazily  a  group  of  duckt  and  a  few  light 
row-boati,  and  its  winding  river. 

Pulborough  is  hardly  less  attractive  to  the  lover  of  the  picturesque 
than  Fittleworth.  Here  is  the  fine  old  Early  English  Church  with  its 
pretty  Ivch-gate,  set  on  a  hill,  with  a  cluster  of  cottages  and  shops  almost 
all  in  harmony  with  the  beauty  of  the  surroundings.  Here,  a  curious 
fifteenth  century  cottage  perched  on  a  high  bank,  its  black  tracery  of  oak 
outlined  on  white  stucco,  a  fitting  warden  of  the  steep-descending,  foliage- 
banked,  tree-arched  roadway  above  the  head  of  wmch  it  sits  enthroned. 
Here  are  devious  streets  of  quaint  cottages,  and  here  the  winding  river 
Arun  spanned  by  stone  bridges. 

From  Pulborough  the  homeward  run  is  by  train  again  past  typical 
half-timbered  Sussex  homesteads,  past  rivet  scenes,  past  ruined  Amberley 
Castle,  past  Arundel  with  ideally  situated  castle  and  church,  and  many 
another  old  familiar  spot  but  little  altered  in  the  span  of  years. 

The  note  of  three  weeks  ago  (p.  39)  respecting  the  change  in 
the  landscape  misht  well  be  repeated — the  wheat-fields,  no  longer  freshly 
green,  wave  in  fast  yellowing  biliiws,  the  stretches  of  oats  toss  their 
multitude  of  green-gray  heads  in  the  breezes,  the  nodding  grasses  of  the 
meadows  have  fallen  before  the  reapers  and  lie  in  long  irregular  lines  of 
alternate  green  and  brown,  in  other  fields  are  whirling  in  the  air  before  the 
travelling  haymakers,  and  yet  other  meadows  are  cleared  and  are  again 
freshly  green  with  the  springing  aftermath.  The  trees  and  hedges  have 
darkened  under  the  summer  sun  and  in  their  full  rich  foliage  make  strong 
dividing  lines  and  background. 

Our  last  day  at  Worthing  is  occupied  largely  with  packing  and  in  the 
evening  we  visit  the  Cemetery  where  are  the  memorials  of  some  we  love 
whose  memories  are  precious.  It  is  a  fitting  close  to  our  round  of  old 
associations,  and  our  feelings,  if  subdued,  are  not  sad,  as  we  realise  that  we 
too  are  nearing  that  fuller,  richer  life  into  which  they  have  already  entered. 
TOWARDS   THE   SETTING  SUN 

DAYS  of  travel  and  farewell,  first  at  Worthing,  then  in  London, 
and  finally  in  Liverpool.     At  the  last,  Tom  and  Susie  make  a 
hurried  round  of  our  ship   and    wave   us   farewell.     Almost 
punctually  at  4  o'clock  on  Thursday,  July   1 3,  the  Conican  is 
loosed  from  the  leash  and  heads  down  the    Mersey — westward   bound. 

As  we  lose  sight  of  land  we  lose  also  sight  of  the  sun  and  run  into  dull, 
cheerless  weather  which  with  intermittent  fog  keeps  us  company,  with  the 
exception  of  Monday  afternoon,  nearly  the  whole  of  the  ocean  course.  The 
one  exception  is  bright  and  cheeringly  warm.  .  Sunday  is  marked  by 
services  morning,  afternoon  and  evening  in  the  I  st,  2nd  and  3rd  Dining 
Saloons  respectively,  and  by  a  nonconformist  service  in  the  Music  Room. 
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Mondav  dotes  with  a  suerb  luiuet,  marked  by  wondrous  cloud  effects 
in  white  and  blue,  silver  and  gold,  greys  and  crimsons,  but  Tuesday  is 
sombre  with  a  dense  grey  mantle  of  fog,  clammy,  impenetrable,  lifting  only 
(or  brief  intervals,  in  one  of  which  a  great  iceberg  is  revealed  within  half  a 
mile  oi  us.  For  the  most  part  we  lie  idly  floating — "  a  painted  ship  upon  a 
painted  ocean."  The  sea,  wh>ch  all  the  way  has  been  free  from  anything 
more  than  white-maned  sea-ho.<es  upon  only  slightly  tossing  waves  has  now 
spread  itself  out  in  perfect  calm,  a  great,  flat,  dull,  dark,  blue-grey  canvas 
coarsely  grained.  A  burial  at  sea  in  the  morning,  of  a  seaman  who  died 
during  the  night  after  two  days  illness  with  pleuro-pneumonia,  adds  to  the 
minor  tone  Uiat  characterises  the  day.  One  of  the  Empresses  overtakes 
and  passes  us  invisibly,  her  fog  siren  answering  to  ours  in  mournful  whines. 
We  let  her  pass,  she  is  a  mail  boat,  under  contract,  and  must  take  chances 
of  fog,  and  icr  and  coast,  for  which  last  year  she  paid  with  four  months 
idleness  by  reason  of  a  propeller  broken  in  conflict  with  an  iceberg.  We 
run  a  slower  and  safer  race,  though  we  chafe  '  nnewhat  at  the  delay.  On 
the  whole,  however,  we  are  a  merry  crowd — logs  and  chills,  and  idle  screws, 
and  even  death  itself  but  temporarily  depress ;  some  are  even  boisterously 
merry,  or  i..  ^rturbably  self-centred  and  unconcerned,  through  it  all. 
Concerts,  entertainments,  sports,  fill  the  days  ;  companionships  and  ceaseless 
talk  among  the  343  or  so  passengers  who  make  up  our  second-class 
contingent  ( revent  anything  like  general  gloom. 

Wednesday  dawns  with  continued  fog,  and  progress  is  aggravatingly 
slow.  The  noon-day  record  shows  but  1 60  miles  accomplished  in  24  hours. 
We  draw  near  to  Belle  Isle  and  soundings  are  taken  every  short  while. 
Dr.  Grenfell,  of  Labrador,  who  is  on  board  is  expecting  his  launch  to  meet 
the  "  Conican  "  and  take  him  ashore,  but  hunting  in  the  fog  seems  hopeless. 
About  4  o'clock  we  drift  out  of  the  fog,  five  officers  are  alert  on  the  bridge, 
ice-bergs  of  all  shapes  and  sizes  are  on  both  sides,  and  right  ahead,  at  a 
guess,  1 0  or  12  miles  distance,  is  just  discemable  through  the  mist  the  surf 
breaking  on  the  shore.  The  ship  is  auickly  swung  around,  its  great  heart 
palpitates  with  fierce  energy,  making  the  decks  all  a-quiver,  the  screws  lash 
the  water  into  foam  in  a  way  that  has  not  been  seen  for  days,  and  great 
breaking  waves  fall  from  the  steamer's  plunging  bows  and  stream  out  in 
widening  lines  of  track  astern.  The  fog  is  soon  left  behind,  the  great  wall 
of  mist  recedes  farther  and  farther,  the  outlines  of  Belle  Isle  become  clearer, 
and  the  great  white  icebergs  stand  out  of  the  dark  waters  objects  of  curious 
interest.  Shortly  the  dark,  snow-patched  Labrador  coast  comes  into  view, 
bold  and  forbidding;  a  fishing  boat,  a  great  clumsy  steamer,  lumber  laden, 
a  full-rigged  brig,  a  thing  of  beauty  with  its  1 4  sails  full  spread,  add  to  the 
excitement  and  the  fascination  of  the  scene.  Every  face  on  deck  glows 
with  interest  and  reveals  the  sense  of  relief  from  the  imprisonino  fog. 
Southward,  on  the  other  side  of  the  ship,  the  coast  of  Newfoundland  lies  in 
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(Urk,  ruaged  outline  with  here  and  there  a  giant  floating  iceberg  in  clear 
white  r^ef .  We  have  thought  we  were  in  fairly  good  spirit*,  but  we  go 
down  to  dinner  with  a  sense  o(  relief  and  gladness  that  is  a  revelation  to 
ourselves.  The  evening  is  one  of  enjoyment,  we  pass  out  of  the  cold  ice 
region  as  we  run  down  the  Straits,  and  the  deck  promenade  becomes 
pleasurable  once  more. 

The  sunset  is  one  of  superb  glory — blood-red  fringes  skirt  the  jagged 
edges  of  black  clouds  as  though  marked  with  their  own  life-blood  where 
they  have  been  torn  apart,  great  lines  and  curves  of  brilliant  copper  mark 
the  open  spaces,  sheets  of  gold  spread  out  here  and  there,  and  silver  rents 
show  in  the  midst  of  deep  blue-grey  cloud  sheets.  In  dark  purple-black 
the  rugged  mountainous  coast  spreads  as  a  long,  low  pedestal  lor  the  glory 
show  above,  and  in  the  foreground  the  placid  sea  reflects  in  auivering 
indistinctness  the  bright  lights  and  dark  patches  of  the  skies.  We  linger 
long  and  are  loth  to  seek  our  cabin;  presently  the  lighthouses  on  either 
coast  spring  into  intermittent  life  and  throw  long  shimmering  lines  of  light 
across  the  waters. 

An  exciting  incident  is  the  departure  of  Dr.  Crenfell.  The  ship*s 
studm  horn  speaks  and  is  answered  by  a  light  upon  the  water.  A  little 
launch  heaves  in  sight,  the  big  ship  comes  to  a  standstill,  the  rope  ladder  is 
dropped  over  her  side,  and  soon  the  good  doctor's  effects  are  being  lowered 
into  the  launch.  Grenfell  is  given  a  three-times-three  as  he  squeezes  through 
the  crowd  and  with  the  alacrity  of  a  sailor  descends  the  ladder.  The  cheers 
break  out  again  as  he  shakes  hands  with  his  little  crew,  who  bare  their  heads 
as  he  steps  aboard.  We  sing  lustily  "  For  he's  a  jolly  good  fellow  I "  and 
the  doctor  responds  with  a  hearty  "  Thank  you ! "  Our  captain  shouts 
"  All  right,  doctor  ?  "  "  Yes,  all  right,  skipper,  and  thank  you  I "  comes 
the  res,~>onse.  The  little  launch  casts  off  and  we  cheer  and  cheer  again, 
Grenfell  standing  and  waving  with  his  hat.  Three  blasts  sound  the 
farewell  salute  from  our  ship,  the  little  boat  shows  her  light  in  response  and 
we  watch  her  rapidly  making  for  the  dark,  desolate-looking  Labrador, 
desolate  even  though  surmounted  by  the  sunset  glory,  and  we  bless  the  man 
who  has  leamt  the  secret  of  the  joy  of  service  to  his  fellows.  Meanwhile 
the  signal  has  been  given  and  the  "  Conican  "  is  once  more  "  full  speed 
ahead. " 


Thursday  opens  in  the  early  mom  with  another  fog  and  more  deldy, 
but  improves  with  the  hours  and  becomes  delightful.  The  1 40  miles  of  the 
coast  of  the  wooded  island  of  Anticosti  provide  the  chief  interest.  The 
afternoon  is  marred  by  the  tragedy  of  a  second  death.  A  second-class 
passenger  falls  suddenly  with  a  burst  blood-vessel,  and  before  he  is  found 
nas  passed  away.     Burial  follows  at  6  o'clock  same  evening. 
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Farther  Point  u  not  reached  till  Friday  morning.  The  Pilot  and  hit 
apprentice  take  the  place  of  authority  on  the  bridge,  and  a  large  mail  o( 
between  1 000  and  2000  letters  ii  sent  ashore  by  hi*  boat. 

The  ahernoon  i*  notable  for  a  remarkable  effect  to  the  south-east, 
during  a  sudden  rain-storm.  In  the  foreground  a  stretch  of  grev-green 
rippling  water  broken  with  thin,  short,  dancing  crests  of  white  that  flash  for 
a  moment  and  disappear.  In  the  distance  the  low  Qyebec  shore,  and 
behind,  the  darker  irregular  line  of  hills.  To  the  left  a  wedge  of  azure  sky 
on  which  float  a  few  fleecy  clouds,  the  brightness  finding  its  counterpart  in 
the  watery  carpet  below.  To  the  right  the  light  merges  into  gradually 
darkening  grey  and  at  last  black  impenetrable  mist,  in  which  sea,  and  land, 
and  sky  are  lost.  Across  the  whole  is  flung  the  magic  girdle  of  the  rainbow 
which  grows  into  an  intensity  of  colour  such  as,  methinks,  is  rarely  surpassed 
in  perfectness  and  brilliance.  Above,  in  softer  splendour,  and  with  the 
order  of  its  colours  reversed,  appears  a  segment  of  the  secondary  arching 
bow,  while  in  front,  as  messengers  of  promise  p.us  two  while-winged  gulls. 

Crosse  Isle  is  later  a  centre  of  interest  with  the  flying  of  the  yellow 
flag  on  our  mast,  and  the  coming  of  the  quarantine  doctor.  We  get  through 
easily  and  are  thankful.  But  it  is  late  before  we  are  berthed  at  Qyebec, 
whither  the  Teutonic,  which  overhauled  us  during  the  day,  has  preceded 
us.  The  multitude  of  lights,  reaching  right  up  to  the  brow  of  the  great  hill, 
make  an  attractive  showing  tmd  appear  to  dance  in  welcome  as  we  approach 
die  ci'.y. 

•  •  • 

By  4.30  a.m.  on  Saturday  we  are  called  to  pass  the  Immigration  Officer. 
For  ourselves  the  form  is  a  very  simple  one  but  some  cases  take  much  time 
and  it  is  atler  8  o'clock,  while  we  are  at  breakfast,  before  we  are  able  to 
go  on  our  way,  several  of  our  company  failingto  pass  the  officials  and  having 
to  make  a  hurried  packing  of  their  effects.  They  make  a  forlorn  little  group 
as  we  leave  them  on  the  Qyebec  quay  to  wait  their  deportation,  but  they 
take  heart  of  courage  and  bravely  wave  us  farewell. 

Qsjebec,  glorified  in  the  morning  sunshine,  and  Levis,  on  the  opposite 
bank  of  the  river,  divide  the  attention,  till  they  are  lost  in  the  rear,  and  the 
never-tiring  panorama  of  the  St.  Lawrence  passes  by  us,  wondrously 
changed  in  aspect  since  we  steamed  down,  eleven  weeks  ago.  Now  the 
full  summer  joy  is  over  everything.  No  sombre  shadows  absorb,  nor 
patches  of  snow  throw  back  kine  Sol's  bright  shafts.  Everything  has 
yielded  to  his  warmth  and  responded  to  his  gladness.  Water,  and  foliage, 
and  buildings,  and  rocks,  bathing  in  the  sunlight,  scatter  the  brightness  on 
every  hand  in  a  delirium  of  exultation.  Of  the  places  passed.  Three  Rivers 
is  the  most  noticeable,  and  of  the  shipping,  the  Hesperian,  Glasgow  bound, 
comes  in  for  resounding  cheer*  as  she  rushes  past  close  to  us  in  a  compara- 
tively narrow  part  of  the  channel. 
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RECORDS   AND   REMINISCENCF-S 


Tide  and  wind  make  our  pauage  ilow.  Ni|^t  lalU  and  Ughu  fla«h 
out  before  we  reach  Montreal,  and  it  i*  half-pa*t  nine  by  the  time  we  are 
berthed.  Steward  Owen,  attentive  ai  ever,  ii  on  the  watch  to  leive  ut, 
and  the  moment  a  gangway  i*  in  poiition  ha«  our  baggage  rushed  athore 
and  introduces  u*  to  a  good-humoured  custom*  official  who  immediately, 
after  two  or  three  conventional  question*  and  without  examiiution,  put*  the 
cabalistic  chalk  marks  on  our  trunk*  which  are  the  open  suame  to  freedom. 
In  short  order  we  are  aboard  a  carriage  en  route  for  the  Windsor  ttation 
where  we  make  arrangement*  foi  a  nisht  trip  on  the  C.P.R.  train  itarting 
at  10.45.     We  ruth  out  into  the  darkness  and,  with  much  ado  of  rockins 

Never,  surely,  did  noisier  train  pound 


and  roaring,  reel  otf  the  333  miles, 
along  the  iron  way. 


We  welcome  the  grey  dawn  and  the  rose-flushed  coming  of  the  day, 
glad  now  to  count  the  stations  that  mark  the  homeward  track.  We  alight 
at  North  Toronto,  thankful  to  escape  the  darkness  and  the  dirt  of  the 
Union  Station,  and  as  the  clock  chimes  8  on  Sunday  morning,  unlock  once 
more  the  door  of  39  Boswell  Avenue.  Quite  a  shoal  of  invitations  from 
kind  friends  welcomes  us,  anticipating  the  possibility  of  an  empty  larder, 
but  we  gladly  first  sit  down  alone  to  a  quiet  breakfast  and  as  we  face  each 
other  once  more  over  our  own  table  there  comes  over  us  as  in  a  dream  the 
confused  panorama  of  our  eight  thousand  mile*  of  travel. 

W.H.B. 


r— 


Jair  1* 


1; 


m 


